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seemed to her natural and good to be loveds and
she could not believe that her time for love was
past when she was m receipt of proof to the
contrary.

She had always displayed a kindly disposition,
an easy-going character^, and an even temper. But
never yet had she revealed m her home so happy a
spirit and such gracious thoughtfulness. Kind to
othersj and to herselfs always preserving, in the
lapse of changeful hours5 the smile that disclosed
her beautiful teeth and brought the dimples into
her plump cheekss grateful to life for what it was
giving her, blooming, expanding, overflowing, she
was the joy and the youth of the house.

While Madame Nanteuil conceived and gave
expression to bright and cheerful ideas, Fehcie was
fast becoming gloomy, fretful, and sullen. Lines
began to show in her pretty face ; her voice assumed
a grating quality. She had at once realized the
position which Monsieur Bondois occupied in the
household, and, whether she would have preferred
her mother to live and breathe for her alone,
whether her filial piety suffered because she was
forced to respect her less, whether she envied her
JmppinesSj or whether she merely felt the distress
which love affairs cause us when we are brought
into too close contact with them9 Felicie, more
especially at meal-times^ and every day, bitterly